As I was reading the passage on the Milgram experiment, I remembered something that happened to me that I would like to forget. I was about twelve years old and was doing yard work for an older man who was a family friend. I had worked for him before and got paid pretty well for raking leaves, pulling weeds, and the like. One day I was hoeing his garden when I heard tiny, faint squeaks from beneath the earth. I had apparently stumbled onto a nest where blind, bald rabbits had just been born. Upon my discovery, the old man told me that rabbits weren’t good for his garden and that they should be disposed of. We had a fire of leaves burning at the time, and he instructed me to put them in the fire. I felt that horrible feeling in the pit of my stomach, but it was my job to do what the man said. After all, he was an experienced gardener, was a lot older than me, and had this authority and demeanor about him that I found intimidating. I put every last one of the blind, newborn rabbits into the fire and listened to their cries with intense guilt as they burned to death. What had I done? Of course, this is an experience I would love to forget. In fact, I used to be ashamed of it. However, now I realize that I am not alone in complying with the cruel requests of the authority figure. After all, Milgram’s subjects might very well have killed the learners had they not been part of the experiment. That makes me feel better. Or perhaps, the contrast effect is at work. 

